Life 


Born in Illinois in 1858, sat on Lincoln’s lap before two years of age, name 
changed by special act of legislature of Illinois when eight, marched with Grant 
Farmers in 1868. Lieutenant Governor Daugherty’s page before eleven, and page 
for Lieutenant Governor Early before thirteen, acquainted with members of 
Illinois State Senate, also Gannon Paliccor, and Senator Cullom, adopted son of 
State Senator, who was drawing $2.50 per day when legislature was in session, 
while a page I was paid $3.00 per day. 


Year was 13, caught onto box car in mining freight train, swung in between cars 
but held on, leg striking corner of car, climbed to top and held on to run way, 
brakeman hurried back to where I was, nursed cut leg without telling family, 
afraid to tell, First time I flirted with death. 


Between fifteen and sixteen sick with typhus fever for months, so ill that death 
notice published in local paper, never strong, and handicapped for years. Plenty 
of ambition and when seventeen entered merchandising. 


Broken in health, threatened with consumption, at twenty, advised by old time 
family physician to go west to a dry climate, family started for Montana, riding in 
covered wagon from Bismarck, North Dakota, over three hundred miles to Miles 
City, Montana, arriving sick and in makeshift bed on bottom of wagon box in fall 
of 1879, after months of rest and a Montana winter, again entered business with 
nephew of General Miles, who in meantime had married sister. Stock of good 
arrived next summer by boat on Yellowstone River. This was before the Northern 
Pacific had reached eastern Montana. 


The business established at that time is the only one still going on after fifty 
years. 


When the family consisting of father, mother, sister, and son (myself) arrived in 
this wild western town, there were 36 saloons, many gambling houses, dance 
halls, and almost every thing imaginable, to lure and rob the soldiers from the 
nearby post, which General Miles had established recently, the Custer Massacre 
had occurred only three years previously. 


There were no churches, but following Sunday we attended Sunday school, 
where sister played an organ, so well that she soon after married the 
Superintendent of the Sunday school. 


All this was new and strange to the family from Illinois. There were many Indians 
on the streets, besides Calamity Jane who arrived by stage from Deadwood, and 
who was drunk on the streets, yelling and cursing. Other diversions were the 
town crier, going about the business part of town, ringing a hand bell, and calling 
“Keno tonight Charlie Browns who boasted that the doors of his saloon and 
gambling house had never been locked. 


Big nose George hung by vigilantes while officers were taking him to Bozeman, 
Bill Reese pounding up his “monian” who told an inquiring friend, Yes I did, 
you've just got to break em up, once in a while, to keep em in line,” Bill was a 
dance hall proprietor, and no doubt knew from long experience. 


After the coming of the Northern Pacific Railroad, many new settlers came into 
the country and conditions changed rapidly. 


Cattlemen brought in herds in great numbers, father joined a Cape Cod Sea 
Captain and the “Circle Bar” ranch came into being, 110 miles from town, while 
at the ranch one summer, and with Capt and Cowboys watching a professional 
“Horse Wrangler” braking horses a most vicious one was finally saddled, bridled 
and mounted. If you ever saw a bucking bronc, “surfish” and go through every 
known act to dismount the rider - you never saw one do any better work than 
this one did. 


Finally putting head down started to run toward where we were standing, of 
course we ran as fast as the bronc and as we just made the fence........... the pony 
wheeled and ran toward a creek bank going over, breaking riders leg besides 
being badly bruised. Pony’s leg broken. 


